38                     LORD  HERBERT

When you die, your brave self-kill'd general                   125

(For nothing else can kill him) doth end all.
What vermin-breeding body then thinks scorn
His flesh should be by your brave fury torn?

Willing to you this carcase I submit,
A gift so free I do not care for it;                                  130

Which yet you shall not take until I see
My mistress first reveal herself to me.

Meanwhile, great mistress whom my soul admires,
Grant me your true picture who it desires,
That he your matchless beauty might maintain             135

'Gainst all men that will quarrels entertain t
For a flesh-mistress; the worst I can do
Is but to keep the way that leads to you,
And howsoever the event doth prove,
To have revenge below, reward above;                          140

Hear, from my body's prison, this my call,
Who from my mouth-grate and eye-window bawL

EPITAPH ON SIR PHILIP SIDNEY, LYING IN ST. PAUL'S
WITHOUT A MONUMENT; TO BE FASTENED UPON
THE CHURCH DOOR

READER,

Within this church Sir Philip Sidney lies,
Nor is it fit that I should more acquaint,
Lest superstition rise

And men adore,                                       5

Soldiers their martyr, lovers their saint.

EPITAPH FOR HIMSELF
READER,

The monument which thou beholdest here
Presents Edward, Lord Herbert to thy sight,

A man who was so free from either hope or fear
To have or lose this ordinary light,                         5

That when to elements his body turned were,
He knew that as those elements would fight,

So his immortal soul should find above,

With his Creator, peace, joy, truth and love.